The Roving Maids of Aberdeen's Garland: 


Containing, I. The Humours of the Age, or Tricks in all Trades. II. The Roving Maids 


The Humours of the Age. 
Enilemen farmers, I pray now attend, 
unto thoſe few yerſes which now Ihave pen'd 
The lines, my dear neighbours. are abſolute new, 
Befides, my ditty's both merry and true. 
Now when you repair to a market or fair, 
In the midſt of a crowd I bid you take care; 
Keep your hands in your pockets, it is the beſt way, 
Leſt ſome Standers by they ſhould you betray 
There is many hardſhips doth farmers befal 
Beſides death of cattle which is worſt of all; 
And if this bold on I'm apt for to fear, 
*twill make us drink water inſtead of ſtrong beer- 
There is wages for ſervants, and landlord's rent, 
There's tithe for the parſon, he muſt have the tenth 
The reſt of the taxes doth go to the kiug, 
Which ſhews the poor farmers have all to maintain 
There's hunting and hawking isgentlemen's game 
Whilſt we poor farmers muſt toil in the plain; 
Thro' cold wind, and rain, we muſt toil all the day 
We are flaved like negrocs, and nothing dare ſay 
If any poor farmer is forc'd to the law 
Then to the purſuit his gold he muſt draw; 
Without that champion his cauſe is not heard ; 
His ſuit is caſt and thrown overboard, 
The lawyers and attornies are full of policy, 
If they are not bribed they will never comply ; 
And he that wants money he need not come there, 
He's huff'd like a baggar and turn'd down the flair 
To find a juſt miller it is very rare, 
To find one that's honeſt, not one in five ſcore; 
In grinding a firlot they will ſteal a peck, 
In cheating the ſarmers they are not very flack. 
The weavers they are cunning and apt to deceive 
Our innocent wives, and make them believe, 
More yarn is wanting to fiviſh the wob; 
It's only ſome hanks and that does the job. 
The next is the taylor that ne'er counted leal, 
He's both blood thirſty and given to ſteal ; 
The barber his brother, I vow and proteſt, 
You ſcarcely can tell which of them is the beſt. 


Then next comes the ſhoemaker in the midſt offthe throng, 
He {wears that ſhoes they are both firm and ſtrong ; 


Tho? the outſide be glaz d, the inſide's but flight, 
There's ſcarce one in forty among themthat's right, 

The tanners, and ſkinners, and glovers alſo, 
And likewiſe the hatters they make a fine ſhow 
'There's cheats in all trades amongſt them you ſee, 
So happy is the man that is honeſt and free, 


The bakers they are cunning in kneading their paſte, 


Their bread's like a ſpunge and hev'd up with yeſt 
The craft of the butchers — never can find 
Ie half of their meat it's blown up with the wind. 
The maſons and labourers that work by the day, 


Touch they work but ſlowly they muſt have their pay, 
They're — worth half 1 they had their due, 


Believe my dear neighbours its certainly true. 


The doctors and ſurgeons ſome ſay they're to blame, 
That they live by extortion, oft their (kill proves in van, 


find a juſt doctot you certainly may 
= well ek a needle in a bottle of hay. 
Our gat ſhop-kcepers its their daily cry, 


Wich fine net-hoods upon their heads, 
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Walk in gentlemen ſee that you pleaſe to buy, 
y uy k «fa 


By doubling the price they have taiſed their ſtoc 


Believe me, dear gentlemen it is no joke. 


At laſt comes the blackſmith that ſhould have been 
firſt | 

He's always choaked up with a damnable thriſt ; 

The next is the painter with his coat of blue, 


To find oe that's honeſt you'll have ſomething to 
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Some ſay the exciſeman takes more than his due, 885 


Which makes the poor ale wife look damnable blue, 
But the brewer he cries, I'll fit them for that, 
As loug as freſh water is cheaper than malt. 


For feac that my liquor, ſhould run in their head, 


I'll purify it well let the colour be red; 


Rum, gin. and brandy is all the ſame, 


Conſuming of money, and ſpending of time. 

there is ſo many religions now got up of late, 
Which cauſes diviſion in both church and ſtate ; 
The old church of Scotland Lil ever adore, 

And pray for King George although I be poor. 
Your ladies of pleaſure that walk in the night, 
With their watches and tweezer, and laces fo bright 
If they meet with a ſtraoger that love the old game 


They will pick his pocket it's twenty to one. 


For tricking and ſharping few can them excell, 
As modeſt as ladies, as cunning as hell, 
As craſty as foxes that watch out their prey, (pay. 
And oft leave their ſweerhearts the reckoning to 
Our ſervant girls they are turned ſo proud, 


With their rings and ruffles, and black velvet hoods, 
As fine as my lady I vow and declare, | 


Pray what ſhall our madams of quality wear ? 
Now tea is fo common among great and ſmall, 

We muſt be in the faſhion whatever befal: 

the Coal caſter's wife laſt day I did ſee 

With a Peat cadger's wife a drinking of tea. 

Our pipers and ficlers, and beggars alſo, 

For daily relief to the farmers do go; 

And thus by their calling it plainly is teen, 

That the poor farmer get all to maintain. 


# # \ # 


1 he Roving Maid's of Aberdeen, 
He roving maids of Aberdeen, ; 
they are ſo briſk and airy 
They make young men to laugh at them, 
their heads ſo high they carry, 
Fal de ral lal de ral 
Now to behold the pretty maids ; 
as they walk on the cauſey, 
With ruffle cuffs and capuchins, 
and wow but they be ſaucey. 
Fal, &c. 


each dame a buckling-comb O, 


' Which mounted is with filver bright, 


and ſet with Briſto* ſtone O 
Fal, &c. 
Their lockets fine that bright do ſhine, 
a glancing broach below it; 
Their bravery tull well you ſee, 


how proud they are to ſhow it. 


With new faſhion'd caps, of different ſets 
that are ſo monſtrous high O, 

Such florey-giggs, upon their heads, 
are ſrightful to the eye O. 


The other night I got ſuch fright: 
Ibleis'd me trom all evil, 

When a lady came in ſhinning robes, 
I thought it was the devil. 


With a cap more high than a granadiers 
and hair dreſt in ſuch order; 

She appeared like ſweet Margaret'sghoſt 
com'd from the ſtygian border. 


With filken hoſe, and fine tuff ſhoes, 
they are all irim'd and ready, 

It is not eaſy for to know 
a ſervant by a lady, 


There's lafles bright, tuens out at night, 
their ſign is a white apron ; 

All in the dark to ſeek a ſpark, 
and wha but our miſs Kathrine. 


Some lafles then, Ido offend 
in telling of your knavery, 

For that's the way I'm bold to ſay, 
that you've won all your bravery. 


The roving maids of Aberdeen, 
which they go to the dancing, 

The young men all admires the ſport, 
they are ſo neat and handſome, 


It is well kent their face they paint, 
they are ſo vain and idle, 

To buſk and dreſs more time they pals, 
then they do on their bible. 


With Duffle cardinals of different hue 
and cloaks of fineſt ſcarlet 

Which worn are I do declare, 
by many whore and harlot. 


Their qualities come ſho v to me, 
you'll not know't by their cleeding, 
Dear neighbour then, I'Il tell you plain, 
you'll find it by their breeding, 
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They curfe and ſwear and domenier, 
and ſcold like any randy; 

Their morning drink I really think, 
is whiſky gin or brandy. 


And if they chance to prove with child, 
or loſe their reputation, 

O then ſet up a baud» houſe, 
and that's their occupation 


Such bauds and bullies then turn thieves, 
obſerve the diſmal ſtory, 
By hangies hand, their lives they end, 
and that's call'd gallows glory. 
Fal de ral lal de ral 


SO 


The Golden Glove. 
A Wealthy young ſquire of tanworth we hear, 
He courted a nobleman's daughter fo fair, 
And for to marry her it was his intent, 


All friends and relations had given their conſent. 


the time was appointed for the wedding day, 
A young farmer was choſen the father to be, 
As ſoon as the lady the farmer did ſpy, 
It flamed her heart, O my heart ſhe did cry 
She turn'd from the 'ſquire and nothing ſhe faid, 
Inſtead of being married ſhe went to her bed. 
the thoughts of the farmer ſtill run in her mind, 
the way for to have him ſhe ſoon then did find. 
Coat, waiſtcoat and breeches, ſhe chen did put on 
And a hunting ſhe went with her dog and her gun 
She hunted all round where the farmer did dwell, 
Becauſe in her heart ſhefloved him fo well. 
She often times fired but nothing ſhe kill'd, 
At length the young farmer came into the field 
then for to diſcourſe him was her intent, 
With her dog and her gun for to meet him ſhe went, 
I thought you had been at the wedding the cry'd 
to wait an the *ſquire to give him his bride, 
Nor, fir, ſays the farmer if the truth I may tell, 
Fil not give her away for I love her ſo well, 
Suppoſe that the lady ſhould grant you her love. 
You know that the Iquire your — will prove: 
O! then ſays the farmer Vil take ſword in hand, 
By honour I'll gain her, or my life's at command. 
It pleaſed the lady to hear him ſo bold, 
and ſhe gave him a glove that was flower'd with gold 
She told him ſhe found it in coming along, 


As ſhe was hunting with dog and with gun. 


the lady went home with her heart full of love, - 


And ſhe gave out a ſpeech that ſhe'd loſt her glove, 


And he that does find it and bring it to me, 
the man that does find it his bride I will be. 
the farmer was pleas'd when he heard of the 
news 
With a heart full of joy to his lady he goes; 
Dear honoured lady I have pick'd up a glove, 


If you will be pleaſed to grant me your love. 


It is already granted I will be your bride, . 
I love the ſweet breath of a farmer ſhe cry'd, _ 
I'll be miſtreſs ot the dairy, and milking the cow, 
While my jolly briſk farmer is whiſtling at plow, 
and when they were married ſhe told of the fun, 
How ſhe hunted the farmer with her dog and her 


gun | 
Ad now I have got him fo faſt in my ſaare, 


Il enjoy him for ever I yow and declare, 
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